Mourn with some fruit, as I have mourn'd in vain!

In mine idolatry what show'rs of rain

Mine eyes did waste ? what griefs my heart did rent ?

That sufferance was my sin I now repent;

'Cause I did suffer, I must suffer pain.

Th'hydroptick drunkard, and night-scouting thief,

The itching lecher, and self-tickling proud,

Have th'remembrance of past joys for relief

Of coming ills.   To poor me is allowed

No ease; for long yet vehement grief hath been

Th'effect and cause, the punishment and sin.

* Four

Oh! my black soul! now thou art summoned
By sickness, death's herald and champion,
Thou'rt like a pilgrim which abroad hath done
Treason, and durst not turn to whence he is fled;
Or like a thief, which, till death's doom be read,
Wishcth himself delivered from prison;
But damn*d, and haled to execution,
Wisheth that still he might b9imprisoB>ed:
Yet grace, if thou repeat, thou canst aot lack;
But who shall give thee tbat grace to fesgla ? ,